Lottes Labours loft. 

Kin. Why take you bands then ? 

Rofa. Onely to part friends. . 

Curtefie fweethearts, and fo the Meafure ends. 

Kin. More meafure of this meafure , be not nice; 

Rofa. We.can afford no more at luch a price. 
i<i».Prifeyourfeiues: What buyes your companies 
Rofa. Your abfence onely. 

Kin. That can neuerbe. 

Rofa. Then cannot we be bought : and fo adue. 

Twice to yourViforc, and halfe once to you. 

Kin. If you denie to dance, let's hold more chat. 

Rofa. In priuate then. 

Kin. I am belt pleas’d with that. 

Be. White-handed Miftris, one fweet word with thee, 
ffht. Hony,and Milke, and Suger : there is three. 

Ber. Nay then twp treyes, and if you grow fo nice 
Methegline, Wort, andMalmelty; well runne dice. 

There’s halfe a dozen fweets. 

Qu. Seuenth fweet adue,fince you cancogg, 
lie play no more with you. 

Ber. Onewordinfccrcr. 

Qu. Let it not be fweet. 

Ber. Thou grieu’ft my gall. 

Qu, Gall bitter. 

Ber. Therefore meete. 

L)u. Will you vouchfafe with mee to change a word? 
Mar. Name it. 

< Dum. FaireLadie. 
c Mar. Say you fo ? Faire Lord : 

Take you that for your faire Lady. 

Du. Plea fen you. 

As much in priuate, and He bid adieu. 

Mar. What, was your Vizard made without a tong ? 
Long. I know the reaibn Lady why you aske. 

Mar. O for your reaibn, quickly fir, Ilong. 

Long. You haue a double tongue within your mask. 

And would affoord my fpeechicfle vizard halfe. 

Mar. Veale quoth the D utch-man ; is not V cale a Calfe ? 

Long, ACaifcfaireLadic? ~ v. 





Loues Labours lofi. 

CMar. No, a faire Lord Calfe. 

L yX No.lUnotbeyouthalfc: 
r on Oncwordinpiiuaccwichyoucrc I die. 

(Jfr'ar. Bleat foftly then; the Butcher hearcs y ou cry. 

Sojet. The tongues of mocking wenchesarcas keenc 
Asis the Razors edge, inuifiblc : 

Cutting a fmaller haire then may be feene, 

Aboue the fence of fence fofenfiblc: 

Seaneth their conference, their conceits haue wings. 

Fleeter then arrowes, bullets,' wind.thougl 
Rofa. Not one word more, my maidcs,breake off,breake oft. 
Ber. By heauen, all drie beaten with pure fcoffe. 

Ki» z . Farewell madde Wenches you haue fimplc wi«. 

& Exeunt. . ' 

Qu. Twentie adieus my frozen Mufcouites. 

Aiethefe the breed of wits fo wondred at ? 

“ Boyet. Tapers they are, with your iweet breathes pufeout. 
Rofa. Wel-liking wits they haue,gronc,grofle, rat, rat, 

Qu. O pouertie in wit, Kingly poorc flout. 

Will they noc( thinke you) hang themfelues to night > 

Or cuer but in vizardcs (hew their faces : 

This pert Berowne was out of count’nancc quite. 

Rofa. They were all in lamentable cafes. 

The Kingwas weeping ripe for a good word. 

Qu. Berowne did fwearc himlelfe out of all fute. 
MarSDumaine'x'i^ at my feruice, and his fword : 

No poynt (quoth I :) my feruant flraight was mute. 

Ka . Lord LengauiMsaAlcimz ore his heart. • 

Andtrow you what hecall’d me ? 

Qu. Qualmeperhaps. 

Kat . Yes in good faith. 

Qu. Goflcknellcasthouart. 

Rof. Wcllbettcr wits haue worne plaint ftatutecaps, 

B Lit will you hcare; the King is my louc fworne. 


